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SEN E, The Street 5 Sir Timo- 
chy 5 Houſe. Enter Toby 2 vis d li 75 
| 3e Girl with a bor. x 
1 FELL, DES” all the croſi grain · d old | | 
Fellows breathing, my Maſter's Mi- 


. 


ſtreſſes Father is one of the moſt hard 
to be dealt withal; and therefore tis for a Man 
of my Parts to ſucceed i in an Affair that has baffled 

by. Bs the 


TEES © © 
the Wit of all my Fellow-Servants. I perſwaded 
him, before he try'd his own Skill, to make 
proof of mine, and PII warrant I'll get the Let- 
ter to the Lady's Hands, if once I come near 
enough to touch em. I have a ſtrange Inclina- 
tion to Woman-Hunting ever ſince I clamber'd 
over the Houſe-top,” and got to Bed to Mol at 
the next Door, through the Garret - Window. 
Stay, this is the Houſe ; let me fee, I think I am 
Woman enough in the lower Parts, and I am ſure 
my upper won't fail me. I have Braſs enough in 
my Face, and 4 enough in my Conſcience 
to be really what I look to be — an Exchange 
Girl, Ifakins, I'll knock, come on't what will; 
I am ſure I am fafe enough in this Dreſs, for tho 
tis no new thing to find a Knave in Petticoats, 
tis an immodeſt and an unlawful thing ta look 
for him there. IT. i7\ 
Ae knocks, and Sir Timothy looks ont a 
1 | the Window. | 
Sir Tim. Who's at the Door? 5 
| Joy. Tis J. 1 

Sir Tim. Tis I, who's I? What's your Buſi- 
Tay. I would ſpeak with Madam Leonora, 
Sir Timothy Tough's Daughter. 5 
Sir Tim. In what Language would you ſpeak 
D 8 
Toby. In what Language? Why in good Old 


Engliſh 


Sir 


0 (5) 
Sir Tim. Good Old Engliſh! I'd have you to 
know you muſt ſpeak good plain Exgliſb, if you 
talk with my Daughter. | 
2 Is your Worſhip Sir Timothy Tough his 
own ſelf then? * In 
Sir Tim. I am the Man. | 
. Toby. I beg your Worſhip's pardon, I come from 
Mrs. Stitch in the New Exchange, fo pleaſe you, 
Sir, and have brought home a new Head for the 
young Lady.  _ 9 
Sir Tim, Wait, Maiden, you ſhall have Ad- 
mittance. 15. 


. (He goes from the Window. 
Toby. Rare Fortune, Ifaith! Well, I muſt needs 
fay in my own Commendation, tis not every Bo- 
dy's Talent to manage a thing diſcreetly. What 
will this Maſter of mine owe me for ſo great a 
Service as I ſhall certainly do him? When a Man 
has good luck among Women, they ſay he was 
born under Caper-cory, I think they call it'; and 
I ſhall go near to prove that Caper-corn my Ma- 
ſter's beſt Planet. Adſme, I hear em opening the 
zuſi- Door, now for it. 3 
— 7 7 The Door opens, and enter Sir Timothy 
* with a great Blunderluſs, and two 
Servants with Guns and Buff Belts. 
Toby. Bleſs my Heart, what Figures are here ? 
Sir Tim, Houlewife! I ſuſpe& you for a wicked :-,-/: 
 Hypocritical deſigning Perſon, that has a felonious 
intention to corrupt the Obedience of my Daugh- 
ter, and, leſt you ſhould have more Rogues in Am- 
buſh, I iſſue arm'd, to defend the Honour of 
To my 
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What are you my fay what « are 


my Family. 
A 
Toby. Oh, deie Sir! what 90 you mean? Fa 
ver did you any harm in my Life, Sir —— Oh! 
oh! loving Sir, have Mercy upon me dear Sir, 


3 for the ſake of my ſpotleſs Virginity. 


eee behind Sir > Timbthy who pre- 
ſents his Blunderbufs againſt one T 
27 His own Servants. 
sn Th im. VVhat are you? Speak, or you die. 
1 Ser. Sliſe Sir, don't ſhoot me, I'm Robin. 
Sir Tim, Adſo, a bad Miſtake ! I am dim · ſighted 
truly; but where is the VVhore, the Bawd? I 


know what ſort of a Shop ſhe keeps, by hanging 


out the Sign of a Band-box. VVhat do you do 
behind, Houſewife > your Buſineſs is with the 
Foreparts. Harry, Robin, preſent me with thus, | 


and when I ſpeak the word, give Fire. | 


' (They al preſent their Pieces at Toby. 

Toby: Oh dear Gllen, ſpare me, ſpare me, 
odd: Gentlemen, don't ſhoot me, and I'll te 
you all.- ogg # kneels. 

Sir Tim, In the firſt place, as you hope to pre- | 
ſerve that abominable Life of yours, anſwer me 
the Truth, and nothing but the T ruth, whence 
come you? ' * . 

Toby. 4 — the Exchange, an * : 

Sir Tin. 'VVhar buſineſs had you? © ES 

755 The Exchange, Sig" b 145 1 

Sur Ti im, And what” ate you? 7 ole, ſdk bee 
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AA 
"Toby. The New- Exchange in the Strand, Sir. 
Sir. Tim. What are you the New- Exchange 2 
= 'Sliſe, ſpeak Senſe or you die, I don't think the 
Tone of your Voice treble enough for 'a'VVhore, 
and therefore you muſt be a = Sirrah. | 
ieh. The News Exchange d, Sir. | 
Sir Tim. Sirrah, tell me ae what Sex you 
are of, Sirrah 7 

Ti 235. The Exc bange, upon my word, Sir. 
Sir Tim. Is the Exchange your Sex, Rogue 2 
Are you a Man, or a VVhore, Sirrah> © | 
Teby. About the middle of the Juver Walk, SiC. 

Sir Ti im. Adſlife, Robin, make ready. 

70 Oh! oh! ſpare my Liſe, and take my 
Band-box, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Give it me, you VVhore. 

Toby. Im no VVhore, upon my Honour, Sir, 
I am but Squire Sprightly's Rogue: Toby, make 
the worſt of me. VVou'd I were — 6 Foot 
r in my Maſter's Dunghill. (Afde. 

(Sir Tim. opens the n and i 
| à Letter. 

Sir The Let's ſee, what's here, a Letter ? Oh, 
Rogue ! here, "Harry, Robin, rifle the Ribbonds, 
and fee if there's never another Snake in the 
ce Fool's Graſs. VVhat's here, (Puts on a Pair of 
| Spediacles.)) To the lovely Hands of the engaging 

Leonora — Fool, Aſs, adzooks®this Fellow 5 
love like an Oxford Scholar, Til open the Seal. 
( (Hie breaks open the Letter, and while the 
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* 11 . two Fellows are / ni in Ape _ 
21 Loox, Toby fleats away. 
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=. blind he can ſcarce ſee. 


* 
Toby. Timor adds V Ving as. an runs off. 
Sir Tim. (Reading.) After. — vain Endea- 
yours to get a Letter to your Hands, the truſty 
Toby andertook — Oh Rogue, did you ſo—— 
Fl-— Hat where is he? 

x Ser. An't pleaſe your Vvorſhip, I believe he 
got off while we were rummaging the Band- box. 
Sir Tim. III — you, you careleſs Ra- 
cals; I'll teach you 1 ee beſore you have 
ſecur d the — you Ss you. _ 
465 (He . em with 2 ' Blanderbſs of the | 

Stage. 


8 CE NE changes to Spri * 8 Houſe. 
Sprightly and To v. 


Sprigbt. Nay, Faith, Toby, I pitty thee with 
all my Heart; but thou may'ſt make a Moral 
Uſe of this unlucky. Accident, and learn to be» 
lieve thy ſelf no wiſer than other People. Go, 
lay aſide the VVoman, and take up the Statue; 
all things are now ready for the laſt Tryal, and 
it hall be put in Execution this very Evening. 
Toby. Truly, Sir, if your VVorſhip pleaſes, I j 

had hes be the Carver's Man, than the Sta- 

tue; for if the Old Knight ſhou'd find out a 
Trick, my Diſguiſe wou'd be ſo heavy that I 
cou'd not run away, and he might chance to 


1. me through the Head with his Blunder- 
1 


 Spright. Piſh! Fool! you know he's fo pur- 


E's | Ou” Toby. 
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Toby. Ay, but if he can't fee, he can ſeel tho'; 

and, Sir, if he ſhould happen to tickle my Sides, 

I ſhou'd burſt out a laughing, and diſcover all. 
Sprigbt. It's impoſſible he ſhou'd. ſuſpect thee. 


I ſaw the Statue at the Stone-Cutter's, who told 
me, the old Gentleman expects it to be brought 


| home every day. My painted Canvas is exactly 


copied from the Original, and the Pedeſtal tis to 
be plac'd on in the Hall is ſo high, that he Won't 
be able to reach your Sides; or if he did, the 
Daub is ſo hard and fo thick, 'twou'd deckive a 
nicer Touch than his I'll warrant thee. Bur are 
the Fellows at hand, who are to be concern'd in 
the Management. „ 

Toby. They are all drinking at the next Ale- 
houſe, and the Gentleman who is to act the Sta- 
tue inſtead of me, Sir, is a Man every Inch of 
him. He married a Woman who had beat fix 


Husbands to Death with the But-ends of their 


own Muskets, and in three Nights time made the 
wild Beaſt ſo very tame, Sir, that the fawns upon 


| him like a Spanicl Bitch when ſhe's alraid of a 


Kicking. „„ 
Spright. Thou haſt choſe an odd ſort of a Si- 


| mile, Toby; but hark! ſome body knocks, Go fee 


who it is. 
(Toby goes out, and Re-enters with Cuttum? 
Toby. Ant pleaſe your Worihip, this is the Gen- 
tleman we were diſcourſing about. 
Spright. May I know your Name, Sir? | 
Cuttum. 1 am vulgarly known by the Name of 
Corporal Cuttum; I have been a Soldier from my 
.C .Cradle, 


| ( 10 | 3 

Cradle, and a Cuckold from my Marriage-Bed, 
Sir: I have run thro' all the Mazes of Fortune, 
but cou'd ne'er lay hold of the Gypſie: I believe 
I'm too honeſt to be proſperous in this Age! and 
il 1 live much longer, 1 ſhall be too old to be 
knaviſh. I wou'd gladly make ſome Uſe of my 


time, Sir; for I have lately learn d to remember, 


that I come of a Race ſo much the Reverſe of my 

way of living hitherto, that egad —— if ] con- 

_ tinuechoneſt much longer, 1 ſhall be the only Fool 
of my Family! 4 — 
Sprigbt. Pray, Mr. Cuttum, what Country are 

you of ? . Ap 
Cuttum. Why, Sir, to tell you the plain Truth, 

there is no Country will own us, and we own 
no Country; we ſhould be French by our Air, 
and Spaniards by our ſteps, Sir; but a parcel of 
ſcoundrel Rogues about Town will needs have the 

Cuttums to be an 1riſh Family, for no other Rea- 

_ ſon egad, than the reach of their Aſſurance. 
Spright. Have you no Friends in Town to ap- 

ply to? | 
Cut. Yes, Sir, there's a Relation of mine ge- 

nerally known about Town; he's a kind of a Wit, 
and has writ Plays , but he has an odd Humour, 
that makes him incapable of ſerving a Kinſman. 

_ Spright. What Humour is that, pray? 
Cu. Why, Sir, he has been ſo fond of father- 

ing Strangers Children, that he ſcarce knows 

how to look upon the Son of a poor Relation. 


1 Sprigbt. 


| Queſtion» 'ſlife, Sir! — bear a Beating? —— 


- moſt of your Danger; come the worſt to the 


| Marſhal of France, egad. 


/ 


(nu) 


Spright. Well, Mr. Cattum, you are a merry 
Fellow ; you know the Task and the Reward de- 
ſiga'd you, I ſuppoſe. 
Cut, My worthy Friend, Mr. Toby here, has 
inform'd me at large; and I am ready to prove 
with how much Zeal I would undertake an A- 
ation of greater Difhculty upon a leis Temp- 
tation. 

Sprigbt. J aſſure you you have heard the ut- 


worſt 'tis but a beating, and that I preſume you 
could bear with Reſolution. 
Cut, Am 1 a Cuttum, and do you ask that 


Why, there's not a Branch of our Family, but 
has Patience enough that way for an informing 
Conſtable, Bailiff's Follower, Female Tatler, or 


Sprigbt. That's well; I think all things are 
now in a Readineſs; we'll go in, and about it 
preſently. But heark'e, Tel, is your Diſguiſe 
come home yet ? 

Toby. Four Hours ago, Sir But now you 
cn of a Diſguiſe, am | to be a Jew, or a Gen- 
A 

Sprigbt. Oh! a Jew by all means. Come a- 
long Mr. Corporal; while you are getting ready 
Þll inſtruct you what to ſay to the Lady, for the 
ill Succeſs of my laſt Letter forbids me al 
Thoughts of ſending another. 5 


e 1 


by a Stone Porter ! — (bey go in. 


SCENE, Sir Timothy's Houſe; Sir | 


» 


Tim. and Leonora. 


Sir Tim. Sbud, don't tell me of my Promiſe; 
ask any Stateſman in Chriſtendom, if Promiſes are 
Chaiss on a wiſe Man's Will. Tis true, I told 
the young Fool Sprightly he ſhould have you, | | 
but that was when no Body of a better Eſtate was 
of his Mind, Girl. . 

Leon. The Ties of Duty, Sir, firſt led me to 
encourage Mr, Sprightly's Addreſſes, in Obedi- 
ence to your Commands; and now the Ties of | 
Honour forbid me to wrong a Man who ſo fin- 
cerely loves me. | 

Sir Tim. I gave him my word, that if he could 
out-wit me, he ſhould keep what he got, with 
my good. Will, and a good Fortune; but alas, 
poor young Fool, his Birdlime is no better than 
Chaft, and an old Fowl is too wiſe to be taken by 
It. I have defeated five or fix of his Projects already; 
and if he comes within the reach: of my Blunder- 
buſs, have at him, by Sir Jeremy. 5 

Teon. Oh, Sir, you are the moſt barbarous of 

| Fathers! and have contrived this ſureſt way to 
make me miſerable. _ 4 | 

Sir Tim. Goodnow, Goodnow, pretty Turtle 

Ne; how naturally it mourns the Loſs of its 

Mate? Come, come, tis juſt your Sex ſhould | 

x E ſhare 
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ſhare a little in the Sorrow you beſtow, Houſes 


wife. A Woman's Tears are like Showers in 4. 


pril, a neceſſary Ingredient to make up her natu- 
ral Compoſitioa of Change and Inconſtancy, 


Enter a Servant. 


Ges. Sir, here's a' Man without has brought 
home a great Stone Thing, that looks like the 


Great Turk, Sir. * 
Sir Tim. How! the Statue! bring him in, 
bring him in, Sirrah. (Exit Ser. 


Leon. Sir, you are likely to talk of what I 
don't underſtand, and it you pleaſe I'll retire to 
my Chamber. . --- | 

Sir Tim. No, no, pray ſtay, Daughter; I'll 


| warrant you, it Spright/y was coming inſtead of 


the Statue, you would not be 1n ſuch haſte to be 


gone; but you Women never care much for a Man 


of Marble. 2 
Leon. I am all Obedience, Sir. 
(GS be turns her Back upon the Door, and leans 
pen ſively againſt the Hangings, 


| Re-enter the Servant with Toby diſguis'd like a 


Few, with great Whukers and a ſhort Cloak, 
followed by Four Men bearilg in a Frame, upon 
which ſtands Corporal Cuttum in the Poſture of 
a Statue. | 


9 


Toby. Save you, Sir! — have a care, have 


Ja care, gently, gently, I ſay, — Sir, Mr. Chi. 


be ſel 


D 1y : But pray, Friend, why did not Mr. Chiſſel 


(14) 
fel has ſeht home your Statue, Sir, and where 
would you pleaſe it ſhould be ſet? Have a care, 
I fay, gently, gently. 

Sir Tim, Stay, let me put on my Spectacles, 
and I'll tell you preſently — Humph, who are 
you, Sir ? 
Toby. I am by Profeſſion a Statuary, by Coun- 
try a Portugueſe, but brought up in England; by 
Quality a Foreman, alias a Journeyman, and by 
Religion a Jew, Sir? k 
_ Sir Tim. A Jew! adzooks, what have you to 
do in a Chriſtian Country, Sirrah ? 

Toby. Ha, ha, you are pleas'd to be merry, 
Sir 1 But where muſt the Statue be placed, an't 
- pleaſe you? 
Sir Tim. Plac'd ? ( 4/ide. ) Egad I don't like 
this Fellow, he ſays he's a Jew, but he looks like 
a Philiflin, . 7 
Toby. Set him down there, gently, gently, be 

careſul how you place him, pray, Gentlemen 
So, now he ſtands right; go ſtay without till 

J come to you. (Exit Bearers. a 

Sir Tim. Let me ſee how this Statue looks. 
Ads my Life, a pretty Piece of Workmanſhip tru- 


KS oy Ao cox 


muſt ſend Servantg to do my Buſineſs? Nay, and 
_ Heathen Servants too! | 

Toby. Your Worſhip, I perceive is a facetious 
old Gentleman. But my Maſter, an't pleaſe you, 
is fick at preſent, | | 


come himſelt? Am I ſo bad a Cuſtomer that he ; 
0 


. | Sir 


5 

Sir Tim. Old Gentleman! Sirrah! Is that 
your Hebrew Breeding! Get out of my Houſe, 
you Rogue! that Levitical Face of thine ſtirs up 
my ladignation. . 

Toby. 1 beg your Pardon heartily, if 1 have 
faid any thing that offends you, Sir ; but pra 
don't be in a Paſſion for nothing ; is not the Wor 


done as you expected it? 


(A the while Sir Tim. is talking with Toby, 
Cuttum makes whimfical Motions from the 
Table to Leonora, who leans penſtvely, and 
dont obſerve bim. | 

Sir Tim. Expected it, Sirrah! I did not ex- 
pect to have the Figure to be ſent home by a 
Rogue of a Jew, Sirrah | Let me look all round 
the Piece, egad, 'tis 10 to 1 but the ſuperſtitious 
Dog has circumcis'd my Statue. ; 

Toby. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Sir Tim. Villain, Raſcal, what, am I to be 
laughed at to my Face ? 

Toby. Ha, ha, ha, you muſt extuſe me, Sir, 


ha, ha, ha, I vow you are the pleafantſt Gen- 


tleman of your Age that ever I met with 
Sir Tim. Again at my Age, Sirrah ; here, Ro- 
bin, Jonathan, quickly, bring me my Blunder- 
buſs. Sirrah, get out of my Houſe, or Pll break 
off a Limb of the Statue, arfd knock out your 
Brains with it, 
(He runs to pull off one of the Statue's Legs, 
and Cuttum kicks him down backward with 
. the other, oh 


1 


Toby 


(16) = 
= Toby. Sliſe! alls out: I'll make off while l 
'4 can. 5 (He runs off. © 
Sir Tim. Roa? Murder! help! Dogs! 

Murder ! Murder ! | 

. .Leos. Heav'ns, Sir! what's the Matter? 

Sir Tim. Matter! you Baggage? Don't you 
ſee what's the Matter? That long bearded Rogue 
| of a Jew has affronted me to my Face, and beat 
our my Teeth behind my Back. Rogues | Robin, 
Harry, Jonathan, what, mult I be murder d, and 
no body come in to my Aſſiſtancte. | 

| (He runs out calling his Servants, | 
ce. lam glad he's gone, for my Heart ach d 


1 plaguily when he came to pull my Leg off. Tis 


a lucky Miſtake that he thinks wich (truck him; | 
but I'll take this Opportunity to 121 to the Lady. 
en 
(He leaps down, and ſtalks towards Leon. 
who turns, and bricks at his approaching her. 
Leon. Oh! Heav* ns, what's here! Ghoſts ! 
Spirits! Devils! ah! help! help! help! 
Cut. Nay, now we are all undone, and egad, | : 
if you die a Maid, 'tis no more than you de- 
| ſerve for your damn d unſeaſonable ſqueaking. 
( (He runs to the Table, and with much ado gets 
Jap © up, and ſtands in bis old Poſture; bat for 
... , baſteniſtaks, aud es the wrong Leg for- 
ward. 6 
TLeͤon. Ah me! I. ſee too late this is a Trick of | | 
Sprightly's. x 
Enter Sir Timothy, and his Servants. 
Oh! Sir! I was half frighted, but beg your 
| ce Pardon 


- 
» 
r 1 —— Ln doe... tt. 
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{ Knave Cbiſel had not 


| But ſtay, [ forgot to look whether I have not hurt 


* 17). 
mange for slaxmi ; being in a melancholy 
Humour, I had fogor th the Statue ſtood upon the 
Table, and looking that way, on the ſudden took 
it for a Naked Man. | 
Sir Tim. Oh! did you fo, good Daughter | I 

ſee very well what 7 would be at; this Exceſs 
of your Folly betrays the Lewdneſs of your, 
Thoughts, Let's ſee, that Raſcally Jew beat off my 
Speftacles—ob here they lie Well, I vow 
this is 4 very curious Piece of Sculpture, 30 real 
Fleſh and Blood could appear more me If chas 
it by a Jew, I could 
have been extreamly pleas d with it. 

| (He views Cuttum all round, who expreſſes 4 
_ great deal of Fear. 


the Leg tho — adſo! what's here? I am ſure 


„ * 


ter, Daughter. 
Leon. Sir. 
Sir Tim. Look here, is 2 he right Poſtate os 
no 2? 
(While Sir Tim. enrus to ſpeak te his Danghter, 


2 LN 
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= A 1. Ails it 2 Slis 1 a 22 


ſure the Devil's either in me} or my Spectacles; 
wh doe bur this ner th Leg food ber 


Cur. Death, Sir, lan out of my way, or you're 
ee 'Slife, I'll hk 


uro the Door in my Vizor and black Waſtcoat s 


while T may; if't f ob 


ef, I 154 | be e 
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Sir Tim. H my Hail e an! 
0 Eule 1 mn lague,” I ſhall be hoo 
at as T walk along the teas if this Jeſt paſſes ion 


me. Here follow: me, 5 ye Raſcals, fl Statue the” 


Dog, Tl wärrant him. «lo 
(Ar runs out with bis Servants's ter Cotta. 

5 — | What a wretclied Condition has my N 
fit me to 2 if T flip this Opportunity 97 hg 
while the Houſe is in ſo fone a Cantiilibr, 
I ſhall be miſerable for ever. PIT per out the Back- 
Way, and truſt Fortune for the fenit of my Un- 
dertaking 4 pow "(She goes out. 
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7 15 Hero have I craw['d. our — Oer 
of an Hour, and cam find nd Mearis to reach the 
Door, without being diſcover d by ſome of the 
old Fellow's Maidettbead-witchiers; and, if L ftay 
here much longer, the Dat er will be equal 4 
Pox take Petticoats fot To, if this be the Effect 
of following them.” Whit ſhall'l do ler me 
thinkFalitte='—adsbobs'T have it, I have an Old 
black Mask in my Pocket with horns upon it, Ti'tic 
it on, and creep down into yonder Well, it looks 
ute a dy one; or if auß drown'd, tis a-berter 
th than to be drubb'd to Deſtruction III 
lie quietly all Night, and in the Morning bolt 
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ves will take me ſor 
in this Nei ighbour- 
But fit, down 


it may ſo ha the 
the 4 il that they ſay wa 
, and give me free Pa; 
Cloak, that if the Well — than ordinary, 
I may be ſure to fall ſaſtly; Ell tie on the Mask 
when I am ſaſe at the battom. So now for it, 
Neck or nothing, as the Proverb ſays. : 

(Wer throws dms bis C leak, and gets into the Well. 


07 | Re-enter 6 Timothy, and ine Servants with 


V 4251 * NB Fi 10 


i chat ch 


Sir ne. Who woukd, - Se th 
four Rogues who brought in that Dog of a Statue, 
ſhould have waited ſo cunniggly to carry him off 
again upon occaſion? Adzooks but we ,maul'd 
them in their Netreat. Go, ye Rogues, get ye 
into the Cellar, and drink your ſelves 8 26 
Newyard ſor your ValouTr. 
(The Servants go out Jews 
Well, aſter all, this Sprightly is a brave bold Fel- 
low, and deſerves the Baggage heartily; for I ns- 
ver could i till now, that any Woman in 
the World was worth a Man's venturing «knock 
on the Pate for. My Daughter is afraid of a Re- 
proof, and is crept ſilently. into her Cloſer, III 

not diſturb her till Morning, but go write an Ace- 
count of this Night's Work DFO 1 old Grand- 


mother in _ ume 7 1 
12£3 Tis ; ? I£6:% (He Coe gat. 
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„ tell the World, that there's many a Footman can 


„ SCENE 2 es to 4 Woes 27 


Wicket in the ö Scene, 'and diſc ver- 
eth the Servants ＋ ing round G © Heck 
ac, drinking an merry. .. 1 0 


1 Ser. Here, honeſt 7. 8 . to thee: © 
er. rühee, what Subject ſhall we be on to 
Night, Politics are grown muſty, Learning is be- 
low Men of a genteel Education, and Scandal you 
know is ny pon-G'1 the Convetietion of our 
J 3 Ser. Why faith, fince we have leave to be 
| merry, honeſt Thomas had beſt give us a Song. 

2 Ser, A Match, Boys — [ll ſing you & 'Song 
of my own 
x Ser. Of thy makiog1 What, a Footman turn 
poet? 

2 Ser. A Footman turn poet ay, Sir, why 
ot? Since the Poets have met with Footmen s 
Encouragement, Footmen have taken up the Poets 

Profeſſion. 

3 Ser. But how can a Fellow wich Learning, 
Brother Thomas, be Maſter of that feeling, rouch- 
ng way that the Poets talk of? 

2 Ser, Pugh, Fool, the Art of Poetry is the 
Gift of Nature, and 'twou'd be no new thing to 


touch, and move, and feel, and ſlic up the Paſſiops 
with the beſt — in Cbriſtendom. gut liften da 
. * 


+ {Þ 


Hero 


Here « 80 NO. 


41 Ser. Rarely ſung, Pfaith, 7homas, 
.3 Ser. A he has pleas'd me fo well, 
that Tli een make bold with a Bottle of the fins 
Wine my Maſter has ſet a cooling in the old Well 
here, and treat ye like Gentlemen. 
AZ. Why, that's kindly done now. 
( Ser. riſes, and opening the Wicker, tales out 
a Bottle, and bolds it between bim and the 
N Light. 
z Ser. Lets ſee, I think 1 have got the rigbe 
ſort, no, tis not; — this is the Rotgut Rheniſh— 
(While the Fellow turns to look at the Bottle, 
Toby, having put on the black bor Mak, 
8 tbraſls bis Head gy of the Wider, and the 
| Servant, oing to change . Bottle, Aan. 
n " ne bis Forehead 
3 Ser. Ah! the Devil, the Devil. 
4 (Throws down the Bottle, and runs backward. 
5 | x Ser. Sliſe, there's the Devil in good earneſt ! 
5 | Toby. Rogues, Thieves, Il be among you ſud- 
denly. 


„ (He tumbles forward into the Cellar. 
* 2 Ser. Oons, Reger, fly, the Devil 8 amongſt 
us. 

© | Help, help! the Devil, the Devil, the 
a the Devil! 
1s 

9 


( 


bey beat one another down, and hurry out 
beadlong, and Toby _ „ 


SCENE 


a 
3 


9 


50 EN E . to the Hel. e Shr 


Timothy with bis Blu und derbuſs, - 


8 5 
. ei Tien Here, Harty, Thimm, Jonathan , | - 
5 ' M0 ves, Raſcals,” where are you What's ' the 4 

1 Hey da ay! what's hereto do? 
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| Buter Servants reg, % } 1 
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2 * UF" help,. che Devil! ar 

3 Ser. The Pope, the Pope, the Devil) 
Ser, Oh, Sir! the Deyil has taken Poſſeſſion 

| Ae Markip bone ot 

I Py Sar Tam. The Devil, ye Rogves ! ind are ye 
| deb pitiful, cowardly, riſing ſould Fellows, 
to be afraid of the Devil. Adsbob, wou d he 
been impudent enough to have come into my 
9 "ug I'd have Devitd him with a —— 'Slife 
© 0 ſtand out of my nee ee help. 
3% 1H bus 08 > 4 | 
ag the, midſt: of ir: Timothy 4 Speech, Toby 
pears; at the Hall Door, and the Knigh 
eats down his Servants, an rams out hit 
. #be Men follow, crying out aß before. _ 
. Well, I have better Luck now Im 
5 than I had when I was a Woman; = — me d: 
ech Mags would from-thenee tage occaſion tal. 
"ſwear that the Devil is the leaſt of the two Evils 
Hut I have no time to he witty at: preſent. I fc 
the Street Door: open, and will day hold on the 
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Opportunity. 
I e (He goes out. ee 
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1 55 Febink . « Colt uy af r 
1 ll otdain 2 Veafly Thank 0 


l role, on this Day throughout my Ry, for 
& wonderfuf Deliverance. (Loud kde ting af the 
bo) Stand eleſe hefe, for ' Heav'ns' fake * 
19 for I'm afraid he's a — again. 
a Es buddle" cloſe rogethtr, av Land g 
Ty. . Expettation ; and enter at ly with 
ye Leonora i a Hanf, attended by- Corporal 
WS, 15 Cuttum, aud Toby, in bis Vir. 
hef - Sir Tim, Deliver me, ye Pow'rs, fot yorider's 4 
my] t. Devil return'd with his whole Family. 
life  Sprigbe. Ha, ha, ha, poor Sir 7imrby, tis a 
elp,j Jevil of my Breeding. © (Pulls off Toby's Mak; 
Joy. Tis hi my own ſelf, ingery deed, Sir., 


byl Sir Tim VVhy Sis in v Sir, I wiſh 
7 * real Devil would run away with the pretend- 
ſt.; 2d one. 


Toby. Adſme, Sir, if you wiſh your VViſhes 
Je me, PlI ſaatch off my Friegd the Statue's 
me fpog ms, and knock your Brains out. 

ta 1 Tim. to Cut. VVhy, were you the Dog 
als] t 


as turn d into Stone, Sir? 
4 " £4 / The very ſame, ﬆ your Service, Sir. e 
* . Spright. O, Sir, Love has been Author of 
Stranger Meta morphoſes, than any in Ou . 
{: Sir Tim. And pray, Mr. Sprightly, what pretty 
art are you to act in your turn here? 


e 


Spright. 
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ouble one, Sir, in Conzunctiot 
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' Spright. Ad 
C. ales of Leonora: Mast, aud kneels with: Tei 
. to Sir Timothy. . | * | 

Teo. Our firſt Requeſt, Sir, is for your 

don; and our next, that you will pleaſe t. .. 
e our Articles of Agreement, according to th 
| Promiſe you were pleas d to make us 
81. Tim. Confuſion! Furies! Devils! VVitel 
| craft! Rogues! Tricks! Damnation! Conjur: 


tion] and Deſtraction n K 
(Ke raves, and ſtamps, and runs off the Stage 

| _ Spraght. Come, lovely Leonora, let us folloy 
im, and mollific his Paſſion by Submiſſion anc 
Entreaty; and may our Example teach the VVork 
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|. this-certain Maxim 
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Tore, lite the Palm-Tree, by Oppreſſion gro. . 


* 


Chectd, lite ſtop d Rivers, more impetuouu flows, 
And, like "0 ſtrength from Blows, % 
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